MARSHAL   NET
Marshal, who had been at fever-heat for an eternity on
that morning of battle. A thousand Deaths and Furies
hurtled through his brain as he turned on the staff officer
who brought the message: "Tell the Emperor that I share
glory with no one/ With that he rushed his vanguard
into the line, at the nearest and wrong part between
Lannes and Augereau, even going so far to the left-
centre of the Prussians that neither could support
him.
The audacious few swept over an artillery section,
only to recoil from the weight of heavy cavalry. A
counter-attack by their own horse relieved the pressure,
but with new waves bearing down upon them Ney
formed his infantry into square, grimly remarking to
Colbert: cThe wine is drawn, and we must drink it.'
They did so by holding on till Lannes and Soult gained
the centre of the plateau, which was a signal for the whole
French line to go forward.
At such moments Ney ceased to belong to the Mar-
shalate and reverted to the ranks, heading them with the
shouts and gesture of an infantry demon. The Prussian
line was in full retreat by the time his other brigades
were darkening the field, but the advance-guard of the
6th had already been employed with enough energy to
make up for a corps of bayonets. Murat's cavalry at
once wheeled off in pursuit, and Ney's divisions, being
apparently fresh, were ordered on to clean up after the
sabres.
This gave the two hot-tempered Marshals a chance to
continue their bickering, with Murat, by reason of his
mounted command, adding the advantage of place on
the road to that of seniority. But private feelings were
not allowed to weigh upon the pursuit. Ney rushed his
corps by terrific marching to Weimar, where the men,
exhausted beyond the need of warmth or rations, dropped
like stones and slumbered in the roadway. Murat had
already taken off his feathers in the Grand Duke's palace,
a piece of intelligence that sent his rival stamping off to
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